THE  MEN AT  THE  WORLD'S  END
poor Peter had been eating his soup out of a teaspoon, which
meant that I, who had a patent pocket-set of cutlery, got on
twice as fast as he. Also, in exchange for an empty bottle, a
packet of boxes of matches and a piece of soap, I secured five
lengths of admirable mountain homespun cloth. The women
themselves spin the wool and make the men's cloaks
out of it.
I still had a day's washing to do before I could feel that I
was ready to start off again. Peter, optimistic as ever,
remarked that he had been wearing his shirt "only" a
fortnight. I called him a barbarian and would not listen to
any nonsense. . . . Then, as I was putting the shirt out to
dry, I suddenly noticed a pale tiny speck in a pleat—a louse!
Soon I had eight grown-ups of the same family to show to
their owner and also a hundred and seventy nits which,
pitilessly, I counted out for him, one by one. By way of
thanks, the half-confused Peter deplored the solitude he was
going to be left in without the little beasts.
And now we had to pass to intellectual work of a most
valuable kind. Before he left, Boro was to teach us about
forty words of the Turki language, so that we should be
competent to face major eventualities. Boro had been
admirable. He overcame the last hesitations of our guide by
exploiting the flour shortage. Everybody wanted flour and
he pointed out to Assa Khan that if he led us to the camp
where we were to find someone to take us on to Cherchen, he
could buy flour with the money we paid him. If the Cherchea
oasis ahead was still at war, Assa Khan was to see that
arrangements were made for us to be taken round to a
more westerly point on the caravan trail. And to discourage
any likelihood of attacks by robbers, Boro spread the rumour
that we were at this moment spending our last dollars, that
for the money that would be needed after Cherchen we
counted on the sale of our camels. The animals must,
153

